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Poem:
(The Price of Love) ְדֵמי ָאַהָבה
Ariel Sasson
ֵעיֶניָה ָנְצצּו, ְכמֹו כֹוָכִבים ְכחּוִלים
ּובֹוָהִקים, ָהָדִרים ָבַֹשָמִים ָאִדיִרים
 ְשָֹעַרּה ָבַער, ְכמֹו ְסָעַרה
סֹוֶרֶקת, ָהְמַרֶחֶפת ָעל ְפֵני ְתהֹום.
ִהָלת קֹוָלה ָרְקָדה ְבָחְדֵרי ָהֶחְמָדה,
ּוְבָעְצָמה ָדְפָקה ְבִלִבי ְללֹא תֹום,
 ּוָבֶרָגע ָהֶזה, ָהַדם ְבעֹוְרָקי תֹוֶסס
וקֹולֹו צֹוֶעק ִלי ִמְפרֹוְזדֹוֵרי ָהֵלב,
ּוִמְפֵני ָאהּוָבִתי ָאִני גֹוֶסס,
ִכי אֹור ָאהּוָבִתי כֹוֶזב.
 ָאחֹוִתי ָכַלה, יֹוָנִתי ָהְלָבָנה
עּוִפי ְוָהִביִאי ִמְנָחִתי ָהָֹשַמְיָמה.
ִעי ֵאָלי, ָאחֹוִתי ְוָתַמִתי ְשְ
ִכי ְגרֹוִני ִנָחר, ָכַלִתי
ְֹשִקיִני ָאַנא ָנָ
ֶטֶרם ָאמּות.
ָאֶייְך?
Her eyes sparkled, like the blue, shiny stars
Inhabiting the lofty heavens.
Her hair blazed, like a storm 
that scours, and hovers over the deep.
Her echoing voice danced in the room of 
delight,
and strongly knocked on my heart, to no end. 
And at this moment, the blood in my arteries 
bubbles,
And its voice screams out to me from the 
corridors of the heart,
For it is because of my love that I am dying, 
Because of my love’s deceptive luminosity.
My sister, my bride, my white dove,
Fly up and bring my offering to the heavens.
Turn to me, my sister, my love,
For my throat is parched, my bride,
Please kiss me,
Before I die.
Where are you?
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